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was an ogre who led the Reign of Terror in Arras where the guillotine
was busy, and where there was no pity for women or old nuns or young
men with noble names.
The ENSA companies entertaining the troops of the British Ex-
peditionary Force were brave and devoted. It was a frightful winter,
beginning with heavy rains and going to be the hardest weather known
for something like fifty years, when the roads were covered with snow
and ice. Once it thawed and then froze again> putting the whole
countryside under ice as smooth as glass. Cars span round like tee-to-
turns. Tanks could not grip the ground. Pedestrians fell after a few
steps. There were many broken pates and limbs.
But the gallant-hearted ladies of ENSA and their cavaliers set off on
motor journeys to Lille and other far places along the lines and took all
the hazards of the roads, escaping serious accident by a hair's breadth,
or not escaping. Violet Lorraine and one of her friends were badly hurt
and cut about.
During the rainy weather before the frost I was sitting and writing in
my room of the Hotel de 1'Univers when I heard a cry of distress outside
the door. It was a female voice. I rose from my typewriter in the
middle of a sentence and opened the door. Outside was a distressed and
bedraggled lady.
"Can I help at all?" I asked.
"Dear man, you can!" she cried. "For the love of Mike lend me a
batman. I have been up to the line and fell in a trench, and I'm covered
in mud from head to foot, as you may see. In twenty minutes I have to
be on the stage and this is my only frock, and these are my only boots,
my luggage having gone astray."
"Bad business!" I agreed. "Unfortunately my batman has dis-
appeared for the day and I haven't the faintest idea how to find him."
"It's too terrible 1" she cried. "What am I going to do?"
"I will be your batman," I said in a rash moment. "If you'll take off
your frock."
She retired to take off her frock and flung it out of the bedroom door,
followed by a pair of little fur-topped boots.
"God bless you," she cried. "I'll smoke a cigarette while you get on
with the good work."
I needed her blessing. The frock was bespattered from the hem to the
waistband. It was hard mud and I had no brush except a nail brush
which became my instrument for this operation. But before getting
down to it I shouted for Geoffrey, whose typewriter was tap-tapping in a
nearby room. He answered my call and I explained to him the desperate
situation of this lady in distress.
"While I get on with the frock, will you deal with the boots?"